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FINAL NOTICE.9te Tax Stilt fo Year 1912 Final Notice.I" tile District Court of Dakota County,

TffSj'Htfite if Nebraska,
Plaintiff,

Th;8vprnl 1'nrcels of Land hereinafter' dpvrlhed, and nil Persons and Corpora- -
tlons having or claiming title to, or any

v Inin.fi't igt or claim In, And to suchparcels of real estate, or any part thereof,
Defendants.

Tract No. 809.
Tract No. 810.

To unl.nown heirs of Augustus Kountze,
unknown heirs of Herman Kountze, Luth-e- r

Kountze. Annie P. Kountze, unknown
heirs of Charles 11. Kountze, Mary

unknown heirs of Matilda II.
Onrdlner, Atlallne nuth, William Ruth,
unknown holrs of Clementlno nrown,
Margaret 11. Bergor, Mary D. Oliver,
George 15. Olive, Catherine Kountze, and
to the unknown owners of the real estate
desrrlbed below:

Notice Is hereby given that under a
decree of the district court of said county
pf Dakota, state of Nebraska, rendered In
the stato tax suit for the year 1912, the
following described real estate, sltuato In
tho county of Dakota and state of Ne-
braska, to-w- lt:

Lot eight (8) and lot nine (9), In block
one hundred forty-fiv- e (145), all In the
VIIHge of Dakota City:

Was on tho 6th day of November, 1912,
duly sold at public vendue by the county
treasurer or sniu county in me manner
provided hy law. nnd that tho period of
redemption from such wile will expire on
the Cth day of November, 1914.

Viu are further notified that the owner
of the certificate of tax sale Issued hy thecounty treasurer will make application
to the court In tho above entitled cause
for confirmation of such sale an soon as
practicable after tho period of redemp-
tion has expired, and you are hereby -1

that tho timo nnd place of tho
hen-l- uport such confirmation will be
entered In the "confirmation rocord kept
"bv the clerk of said court on or before
the 2Sth day of October, 1914. You will
examlno raid confirmation record to

the time of such hearing and may
be present. If you desire, to make any
ob tlons or show cause why the sale
should not be confirmed.

Dated this lEth dav of July. 1914.
IlKLLB BAllNBTT.
Owmr of Certificate.

FINAL NOTICE.
Stnte Tax Suit for Year 1912 Final Notc.

In the District Court of Dakota County,
Nebraska.
The Stato of Nebraska,

Plaintiff,
vs.

The Several Parcels of Land hereinafter
dicrlhed. and all Pesons and Corpora-
tions having or claiming title to, or any
Interest, right or claim In, and to such
parcels of real estate, or any part thereof,

Defendants.
' Tract No. 813.

To unknown heirs of Augustus Kountze,
unknown heirs of Herman Kountze, Luth-
er Kountze. Annie P. Kountze. unknown
heirs of Charles B. Kountze, Mary B.
KounUo, unknown heirs of Matilda It.
Gardiner, Adallne niith. William Ruth,
unknown heirs of Clementine Brown,
Catherine Kountze, Margraet Berber,
Mary D. Oliver, George F. Oliver, Mag-Bi- o

Mncrendy, Georgia Jay, nnd to tite
unknown owners of the real estato de-
scribed below:

Notice Is heroby given that under a
decree of tho district court of said county
of Dakota, stateof Nebraska, rendered in
the state tax suit for the car 1912. the
following described real estate, situate In
the county of Dakota and state of Ne-
braska

' Lot twelve (121, block one hundred
forty-fiv- e (145), all In tho Vlllago of Da-
kota City:

Vfas on tho 6th day of November, 1912,
duly sold at public vendue by tho county
treasurer of said county In the manner
provided by law, nnd that the period of
redemption from such sale will oxpire on
the 6th day of November, 1914.

You are further notified that the owner
of tho certificate of tax Bale Issued by thecounty treasurer will make application
to the court In tho above entitled causa
for confirmation of sucn salo as soon as
practicable after the period of redemp-
tion has oxplred, and you are herobv no-
tified that the time nnd place of thebearing upon such confirmation will be
e;itercd In the confirmation record kept
by tho clerk of said court on or before
the 2Gth day of October, 1914. You will
oxsmlno Raid confirmation record to as-
certain the time of such hearing and mny
be presant, If you desire, to make any
objections or show cause why tho sal
should not bo confirmed.

Dated this 15th day of July. 1914.
URLLR HARNKTT.
Owtht of Certificate.

FINAL NOTICE.
Stite Tax Suit for Year 1912 Final Notlco.

Jn tho District Court of Dakota County,
Nebraska.
Tho Stato of Nobraska,

Plaintiff,
vs.

Tho Severn! Parcels of Land hereinafter
desrrbed. and nil Persons and Corpora-
tions having or claiming title to, or any
lntorest, right or claim In, and to such

, ri ela of real estate, or any part thereof,
Defendants.

Tract No. 936.
To unknown heirs of Augustus Kountze,

unknown heirs of Herman Kountzo, Luth-e- r
Kounizo. Anna P. Kountzo, unknown

holrs of Charles B. Kountze, Mary B.
Kountze, unknown heirs of Matilda R,
Gardiner, Adallne Ruth. William Ruth,
unknown hetrfl of Clementine Ilrown,
Margaret Berger, tary D. Oliver. George
F Oliver, Catherine Kountze, and to tho
unknown owners of the real estate de-
scribed below:
' Notice Is hereby given that under a
decree of the district court of said county
of Dakota, state, of Nebraska, rendered In
tho state tax suit Xor the year 1918, the
following described real estate, situate In
the county of Dakota and state of Ne-
braska,

I
lt:

I Lai. seven (7), block one hundred
eighty-fou- r (181), all In the Village of
Pakotn City:
f Was on the Cth day of November, 1912,
duly sold at public vendue by the county
treasurer of said county In the manner
provided by law, and that the period of
redemption from such sale wilt expire on
the 6th day of November, 1914.

You are further notified that the owner
of tho certificate of tax salo Issued by the
'County treasurer will make application
to the court in the nbovo entitled cauBO
for confirmation of such sale as Boon as
practicable nfter the period of redemp-
tion has expired, and you are hereby no-
tified that the time and ptnee of tho
hearing upon such confirmation will be
entered In the confirmation record kept
hv the clerk of said court on or before
the 26th day of October, 1914. You will
examine said confirmation record to as-
certain the time of such, hearing nnd may
be present, If you desire to make any
objections or show cause 'Why tho sal
should not be confirmed.

Dated this lGth day of July, 1914.
VILLAGE OF DAKOTA CITY,

Owner of Certlfirjite.

Up to the Parcort.
The parson on his way homo ono

evening to his horrified Biirprlso found
Iono of his flock sitting against a stono

wall, his faco radiating o'ormuch
cheer, and a frayed cigar clutched In
his fingers. "Dear me, John, dear tno,"
said tho parson. "Whatever do you
suppose, will happen to you If you go
on llko' this?" "Nothln", sir, It you
(hlc- - don't toll 'or!"

Why U ItT
Sometimes It Booms as If every per-

son who Is lacking In Initiative, spe-
cial ability or Industry desires to be
either r writer, an actor or an artist.
The most agreeable way for a lazy
parson to make a living is to express
his own opinions, emotions and im-
pressions. Norman Hapgood, In Har-per'- H

Weekly.

Had Fldo In Mind.
When little Marga.rot passed her

plate the third time for chicken her
mother said: "My dear, you must not
eat so much chicken, I am afraid
you'Jl be 111." "Well, mother," said
Margaret, "I'm not eating tills

I want It. I'm collecting tho
bones for FIdo!" Harper's Monthly.

Intricate Story.
"Bofora my marriage I tpld her all

my paBt lfo. Don't you think I show-
ed a wondorful courage?" "Yes and
a still roorq wonderful memory."

s Missed Opportunity.
Another precodent lias been broken.

A New York trained nurHo married a
wealthy patient, nnd then lot him get
wi 11 Washington aicrali'

m,
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Human Occidents of Married Life
By Virginia T. Van dm Watmr

Intimate and Human, Intensely Alive, Each Story Presenting a Problem
Which Might Occur to Any One of Us at Any Time

WHY I LEFT MY WIFE

can say truthfully that Doris
and I loved each othor when
wo married. Heaven knows
there was no noed for either
of us to marry If we did not

want to. Doris could have had any
ono of Boreral cligibleB whom she
kept dangling after her "Hover qulto
refusing a man until ho Insisted upon
her taking him or leaving him; whllo
I was very woll satisfied with my lifo
as a bachelor physician with enough
money to keep mo comfortable until
I mado a success of my practice. And,
as to him that hath is usually given,
so, as I was not dependent for broad
and butter upon tho practlso of medi-
cine, I was soon earning enough from
my profession to put Jam on my bread
nnd to buy tho "gllt-odged- " quality of
button To drop tho metaphor, I had
a handsomely furnished office, and
lived with my mothor. I spent many
ovenings at my club, and had a goodly
number of friends. Altogether, my
lifo was a comfortnblo ono In every
way until I fell In love. Then I
thought I could never be happy until
Doris married mo. Perhaps I would
not havo been. Who knows?

I do not mean to bo frivolous but
In contemplating tho follies In one's
lifo ono must laugh or curso.

All married people have their lit-tl-

squabbles, tholr little differences
of opinion, I suppose, and I regarded
tho arguments and disputes that my
wifo and I had as part and parcel of
evory wedded life. For tho first year
or two wo wero very won satisfied
with oach other, and wlth our now
surroundings.

As a physician I had, of course, a
right and a duty to keep profosslonaf
business to mysolf, but as I did not
mention this fact to Doris until an o

was raised, she did not know how
much or how llttlo I told her of my
prlvato affairs. When wo had boen
married about eighteen months, how-

ever, I had occasion to express my
views upon the subject. A pationt
sent me a letter which came when I
was out. This pationt chanced also
to bo a friend of my wife, and when
Doris saw her hand-writin- g on the en-
velope she jumped to tho conolusion
that the writer had made a mistake
and that tho letter was meant for bor.
So she opened It. In doing this aho
did not tear the envelope, as the flap
did not adhere tightly, and came un-

fastened easily, without marring the
pnpor. When Doris had read too let-

ter, which wes a roquoit that I call,
professionally, tho following evening,
she nlmply touchod th onyelope-fln- p

with a drop of mucilage, and closed it,
putting ulo letter with othor mail
on ray office tablo. Naturally I did
not mention the mattor of her friend's
Indisposition to Doris. In fact, I know
that tho patient was averse to having
anyone know of It 8o when, at din-n-

tho next evening, Doris romarkod,
"I suppoqo you are going oyer to tho
Clarkaona' tonight T I started slight
ly, thon recovered mysolf.

"Ah! 'Mrs. Clarkson told you she
had sent for me, did she 7 I com-

mented.
My wifo smiled and said nothing.

Later when I referred to the matter
in talking to Mrs. Clarkson, saying
that, of course,' I had not felt at
liberty to mention her lllneaa to my
wifo until I learned that she had
heard of it from tho patient herself,

was Informed that I was mistaken,
and that nobody but tho patient and
her husband know that she waa not
perfoctly well.

Suspecting that my wifti had opened
my mail, I reproached her with having
done so. She reminded me that, not
knowing I was the Clarksons' physi-
cian, It waa qulto natural that sho
should have mado tho mistake think-
ing that tho letter addressed in her
friend's handwriting was meant for
her, and that tho "Dr." on the

had been written In orror.
"Why didn't you toll mo what you

had dono?" I demanded sharply.
8ho tossed her head. "Woll, if you

must know, becauso I was afraid you
Would scold as you aro doing now.
You see, I waB right In my fearB."

A week later I chancod to soo lying
at my wlfo's plato ono morning n let-
ter addressed to hor In tho handwrit-
ing of a mm whom I knew, and who
was an occasional caller at our homo.

supposed that when Doris camo
down to broakfast she would explain
the lotter to mo, Instead, sho opened
It, glanced over It, refolded It, re-
turned it to It envelope, and opened
and read tho rest of her correspon-
dence. As I was loavlng tho house,
sho remarked carelessly:

"Shall you bo nt homo to luncheon T"
I replied that I expected to be.

"Why?" I asked.
"Katlo will tako care of you," she

Informed mo, "for I shall not be In."
"Ah!" I said, "1 did not know that

you had anything on hand for this
morning."

"I am lunching down-tow- n with a
triond," sho replied briefly,

Tho noxt day ono of my patients
mentioned, carelessly and Innocently,
that sho had soon my "pretty wifo
lunching with Mr. Moore yesterday."
I did not betray my surprise, but when
t readied homo I asked DorlB why
sho had gone to lunohoon with a man
without asking my permission. She
lookod at mo with a triumphant half-smil-e.

"And do you ask my permission
boforo you make appointments with
women?" she queried sarcastically.

I strove to speak calmly. "Do try
to bo sensible, Doris! You know that
professional engagements aro very dif-
ferent from Boclal affairs."

I did not aak her not to go to lunch-
eon again with men, for I was sure
that if 1 did sho would go When sho
JhoHo, only would say nothing to me
ibout It

My wifo and my mothor wero novor

intimate. I am suro that my mother
tried to think of Doris as a daughter,
but they had little in common, except
their lovo for mo and that is not
often a bond of union between a man's
wifo and his mother.

Of course I went to see my mother
whenever I could, and soon I learned
not to mention many of those calls,
for Doris had a nagging way of ob-

jecting to them. Each nftornoon, af-
ter my round visits, as I returned to-

ward homo, I would glance at my
watch as I neared nfy mother's house,
and If I had timo I would run In andj
chnt for a while. A week after the
conversation Just recorded I was
warming my chilled hands at my
mother's cheery gratc-flr- o when tho
telephone in hor hall rang sharply.
I was wnnted on tho wire.

It was my wifo wlro was speaking.
Sho had reached homo ton minutes
before, oxpectlng to And mo there,
as my office hours had already be-
gun. Tho maid had told hor that I
had been callod up throe times by one
person, as I was wanted on an ur-
gent case.

"It Just occurred to me," added
Doris, "that perhaps you were at your
mother's, although I could hardly bc-Ho-

It, aB you called there only yes-
terday afternoon."

Perhaps thq fact that the telephone
was botweon us mado it easier for me
to say, "I am hero many afternoons,"

That evening, over our coffco, she
remarked:

"Tom, I wish you would pay moro
attention to buslnesB." '

I looked my amazement.
"Yes," sho continued, "I do! This

afternoon you might havo missed a
good big consultation feo Just by stop-
ping to seo your mothor."

"There are some things I caro moro
for than monoy," I remarked illoglcal-ly- .

"I know It!" sho exclaimed. "And
I think It's protty hard on mo that
you do not earn all tho monoy that
you might. Don't you suppose that I
would like to havo the things thnt rich
doctor's wives have?"

I Bet down my cup and gazodjit her
Incredulously.

"Oh, yes," sho went on, "I moan
what I say! Youthlnk Just bocauso
I don't speak of such things that I
novor wish I had a motor car, and
trainod servants, and a prlvato house,
and lots of handBomo clothes! I toll
you, Tom, those aro the things that
make life worth whllo."

"And Is not your life worth whllo?"
I asked.

"Of course you think It Is bocauBO
I am married to you!" she burst forth.
"But what havo I? An apartment,
when I want a houso; two servants,
when I wnnt a half-doze- n as othor
women have; a trolley car or a taxi- -

cab to rido In, when I want my own
motor; one now dress whero I really
noed a' half-dozen-

"Perhaps," I said coldly, 'you may
some day havo all these things, but
it will not bo until I am an older man.
If you lovod mo you would bo willing
to wait and bo patient."

I puabod my chair back and left the
tablo, I simply did not dare remain
longer In tho room with my wifo. My
tamper Is quick and hot, and tho only
way in which 1 can control It is to get
away alone with it I had had timo
to bocorao calm when, an hour later,
Doris opened tho door of the library
whore I sat reading.'

"bear Tom," she said softly, "I was
very horrid, and cross, and piggy to-
night, and I am sorry. Won't you
please forgive me? For I love you,
Tom, and even if you wero as poor as

a newspaper man" with a gurgling
laugh "I would lovo you Just as much
as I do now."

I gathered her into my arms and
kissed her.

Sho porchod contentedly on my knee
and talked, running her fingers
through my hair. "Really, Tom, I
think ono thing that makes mo" so
horrid and fretful Is because I am
worried. I noed soma now clothes
dreadfully."

"Many of them?" I asked, romom-borin- g

sundry obligations I muBt meet
tho first of tho month.

"Well, several." she laughed. "And
now that I am trying to bo good 1

think I ought to make a confession to
yoi, Tom."

"Clo ahead!" I said.
"Well, I really need a now streot-dres-s

and a reception-gown- , and, be-
side that, an evontng gown, but 1 did
not want to bother you about all this'
when you have so much on your mind,
bo I just ordered ono of them the
reception-gow- n without saying any-
thing to you about It. It is made so
handsomely that It will do for an
evening gown, too, oxcept upon very
swell occasions. And, Tom, It Is real-l- y

a beauty I"
"Woll. dear," I said gently, "your

old husband Is not so Door that ho
'can't pay for a really pretty dress for
you, especially when you havo come
to htm of your own accord and 'leased
up' your extravagance."

The above episode was still fresh
In my mind when, a few evenings
later, as I wbb starting out to at-
tend a dinner of my medical club, I
knocked at the door of my wife's room
to bid her good-by- . Before sho oould
reply I turned the knob and entered.
She stood, fully dressed, before hor
long mirror, surveying herself approv-
ingly. Sho wore a costume which I
had novor seen before, a gorgeous af-
fair, out low In tho neck, and with
filmy laco veiling tho uppor part of her
Bhapely arms.

"My new roceptlon-gown- , the one 1

told you of," sho said In roply to my
Inquiring look.

"Oh, nro you going out this
evening?" I asked, in suiprluo. -

"No. I'vo Invited a friend to din-
ner," she replied hastily, as she hur-
ried from the room to glvo hor maid
Bonio forgotten directions. She was
gone boforo I could ask for further
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particulars, and sho .lingered so long
In tho kitchen or dining room that I
could not wait until her return with-
out being late for my engagement. As
I stepped from tho elevator of our
apartment houso I camo faco to face
with Richard Clarkson, the husband of
tho patient whom I havo already men-
tioned. A vaguo wonder crossed my
mind as I nodded to him as to whom
ho was going to visit in our building.
Ho woro, I also noted, his evening
clothes. Then tho matter passed from
my mind.

Nor did I think of it again until I
stopped Into my wlfo's room .when I
camo homo at twelvo o'clock that
night. Sho lay In bed, propped among
hor pillows; tho electric bulb nbovo
her threw a strong light upon tho
Fronch novel she was reading nnd up-
on her unnaturally flushod faco. Sho
had been eating mnrrons glaces from
a huge box of these sweotmoats that
stood on tho table by her bed. Glanc-
ing nt thorn, I remembered that they
cos! a dollar and a half a pound, and
noted that tho box beforo mo must
hold easily four pounds.

"Who has been spreading chest-
nuts at your feot In Hou of roees?" I
aBked teaslngly, thinking, first of all,
of one or two women friends who had
an abundance of money and were
fond of humoring my wlfe'B lovo for
sweets.

Oh, a friend of mine," sho sold
lightly, and straightway began asking
me about what kind of an evening
1 had had, who was at tho dinner, etc.
It waa not until I rose from tho easy
chair into which I had thrown myself
that it occurred to mo to inquire

"By tho way, who dined with you to-
night?"

For a momont Bhe hesitated, then
mads an effort and said frankly,
"Mr. Clarkson."

"Clarkson !" I gasped.
"Pray, why not?" asked my wifo de-

fiantly,
"But how does he happen to dine

with you, and how do you happen to
let him, a married man, dine alone
with you?".

Her faco hardenod. "And how," Bhe
asked, imitating my manner, "do you
happon to dine with Mrs. ClarkBon,
and how dooB she, a married woman,
happen to let you dlno alono with
her?"

"Don't bo a fool!" I exclaimed. "1
should think that even you, with your
shallow comprehension, would see,
when I havo explained it to you dozens
of times, that there 1b a dlfforonco be-

tween a physician accepting an Invita-
tion to remain to dinner at a houso
at which ho Is calling and his wife de-
liberately asking a married man to
dlno with hor whon Bhe knows her
husband Is going to be out until nearly
midnight! Did ho bring you these bon
bons?"- - I asked BUBpiciously, as my
eyes rested for a moment on tho box
besldo her.

"Yes."
I stood looking down at hor. The

white light over her bed showed mo
that, although when nngry or fright-
ened Doris usually became pale, tho
vivid rose In her choke had not faded.
Before sho could suspect my Intention
I turned quickly to her dressing table,
poured some violet toilet water upon
my handkerchief, and, as quickly, bent
over my wife and wiped her cheek
with It The handkerchief was
stained with pink. I showed It to her
and sneored:

"Painting, eh? I supposo that the
complexion you wear for your hus-
band is not quite strong and vivid
enough for ono of your men friends?
How long since you adopted the 'mak-lng-u- p'

business?"
Sho sat up In bed, her eyes flashing.

"You aro rude and unjust!" she ex-
claimed. "How long is it since you
qualified as a censor of morals?"

My anger left me as Buddonly as it
had come. I sat on tho side of the
bod and tried to make tho excited
woman listen to reason. "Child," I
said, "are you miserable, really, or aro
you only nngry whon you say these
things? I want you to be happy, and
I do not want to bo hard upon you."
I saw that sho was listening, and I
continued: "I glvo you all that I can
afford to glvo you. I wlBh I could let
you havu everything that money can
buy; but, you boo, I am not a rich
man."

"Thoro aro other things that money
won't buy that you might give me, and
don't!" sho exclalmod.

"What do you mean?"
"That you can always find time to

go to your medical club, and to see
your mother, and to go here, there,
apd everywhere, while I must amuse
myself. You know as woll as I do
that I want you to mako aa many calls
as you can, tor they mean business.
But there aro I6ts of other places
you go, and, I warrant, have a good
time, too, while I can stay at home,
and then get soolded If I have a nloe
man friend here to dtanvr."

It was useless to try to make her
understand.
understand, but I made one more at-
tempt "Doris, why can't you tell me
tho truth about those things? Why
didn't you tell me you had asked
Clarkson hero to dinner tonight?"

"Why didn't you tell me when you
dined with his wife?" was the prompt
roply.

Wo wero simply arguing around In a
clrclo, and I know it. So I said noth-
ing for a moment but sat looking in
porplexlty at tho woman who, for
five years of marriage, I know less
woll than I had thought I did when
we were flrpt engogod. And, as lgaaod, hor mood changed. She turned
toward me nnd held out hor hand. :

"Dear Tom," she quavored, "don't
look at mo like that! Rvon If I do
like tp havo a good timo, you know
I lovo you. Really, Tom I may bo
silly, yet novor loved any othet man
in all the twtld xci-p- t .on iut
bosoechlnglj i.ther men arc 1 ts of I
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fun, and I do ltko the good timo and
nice things they glvo me!"

"I suppose you do," I said brusquely,
"and I suppose you can't help It
That's the worst of It I am too tired
to talk any moro now. I adviBo you
to put out your light and go to sleep,
but for Heaven'B Bake, first get up
and wash that pink mesa off your
faco!"

And thus tho mattor ended, for that
time, at least

With all her scorning heedlessness,
Doris wns a dainty housokoeper and
took good caro of our homo. Her
tablo was oxcollont her servants were
well managed, and she. herself, supar-vleo- d

tho entire menago. She loved
dearly to entertain, and was, of
course, extravagant in her tastes, but
I nover complained of tho expensive
dlshos which sho llkod to set boforo
our guosts, nor of tho elaborate din-
ners and luncheons which she took
pride In giving.

As tho months passed I got more
and moro Into tho habit of spending
any spare ovenings I might have with
my mother. She rested mo and
Doris was often out with some of het
friends. Ono of these a woman whom
I suspected that my wife cultivated
on account of her wealth had a box
at tho opera ono night oach week.
Sho always Invited Doris to accom
pany hor on theBo occasions, and mado
much of her. Ono night Doris gave
this friend a dinner in our home, to
which she invited several intimates.
Of course I must bo present, and, as
I watched my wife, I was not surprised
that she was popular among theao peo-
ple. She was bright and tactful In
conversation and a charming hostess.
I did not know until later who had
sent her tho suporb corsage bouquet
of raro orchids which sho woro, and
would have fancied it a gift from
tho guest of honor had I not hoard her
say in a stage "asldo" to Doris as she
bado her good-nigh- t:

"I suppose you bxpect me to think
that your good-lookin- g husband sent
you those," touching the flowers
lightly "but I have my suspicions I"

Doris laughed gaily, "But said noth-
ing. I asked her afterward If a man
hand sent them to her, and she said
stiffly, "Yes." I did not inquire who
it waB, although I suspected that, In
splto of my Interdict, It was Jack
Moore. Later I saw tho empty flower-bo- x

on Doris's dressing table, with
Jack's card lying by It I voiced no
protest. I waB tired, and hated scenes
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more and moro with each passing
month. All men liked Doris, I told
myself, and lovo of admiration was
a passion with her. Why quarrel about
it?

All during that winter Mrs. Clark-
son Buffered with a nervous trouble
that made It necessary for her to con-
sult me often. Ono of tho exciting
causos of hor condition, I shrewdly
suspected, was tho fact that sho and
her husband woro growing steadily
apart Perhaps ho did not understand
a woman of her aensltlve nature, per-
haps hor mercurial temperamont irri-
tate.! him, for he was calm' and

All know his,
type the woll, strong, robust man
who Is angered by tears and exasper-
ated by a woman's nervoua fancioB.
Onco or twice I had attempted to
mako him see that his wlfo's
waB In danger, but aa long as sho was
up and about he attributed her de
prosslon and exoltability to "whims."
When hor nervous attacks would
threaten her, the sufferer would send
for mo to give her some quieting
prescription or to reason her out of
the "horrors" that wore symptomatic
of her nervous condition. Sho was
very young, and I was heartily sorry
for her. She had no relative in our
largo city, and was too proud to take
ordinary friends into her confidence.
Some one possibly Clarkson himself

mentioned to my wife that this one
of my patients was very dependent up-
on mo. Of course Doris apoke to ma
of It

"To my way of thinking," sho said,
"a popular young physician should be
very careful not to get himself talked
about"

"If people are looking for evil they
...in t ii i --. i :
win una u overywnere, i amrmen
"And tho physician In the discharge '

of his dutioB should be above kno
foar of such gossip."

Her llpa qulvored, and, seolng that
sho was unhappy, I explained to her
the situation as and
fully as I could.

"You know, Doris," I her,
"that I nm always, and everywhere,
faithful to you." ,

That she doubted mo to tho extent
of watching mo was proved ono day
whon I camo suddenly upon hor read-
ing a letter which I had loft

upon the hall table Sho
t.irti'd and tru d U conceal her action.

W ut mc 5uu doing" I demanded.

"I found this letter here, on the
hall table, Instead of on your desk
where you usually leave your mnil,
and I though you had left It here for
me to read, but as soon as I began It
I saw my mistake, and did not read
more than the flrsl line," sho said,
avoiding my eyes.

I knew that she lied, but a man does
not tell htB wifo a truth of that kind

unless ho Is very angry.
Whon I was alono, I glanced again

over the letter. It was from Mrs.
Clarkson, saying that sho was worried
about a matter that concerned her
closely, and would call at my ofilce at
six o'clock that evontng.

By the timo bIio came tho fact that
Doris must know of tho appointment
had slipped from my mind, but away
down In my Inner consciousness was
a feeling of resentment that Bhe had
road my letter. Man Is a complox
being, and It may bo that the contrast
between her schooling nnd uncandid
ways and tho frank, open manner of
my patient mado me especially gentle
to tho latter when she called. Sho
had come to confldo to mo that sho
felt aho must get away from town for
a while, and to aBk mo to suggest to
nor a quiet resort Wo talked the
matter over, and Bhe had risen to
leave when she said:

"I hate to go on a Journey alono,
yet my husband has not tho timo to
accompany me, even if ho wanted to.
Then, too, ho thinks mo bo silly, as
I suppose I am. Ho can't comprehend
why I have such foolish notions, and ttry to control thorn; but, oh, I get
so frightened!"

"Poor child!" I said, "you poor
girl!"

She dropped hor head on my shoul
der with a sob. Sho seemed so young
and so helpless that I
laid my hand on her bowed head.

"I know It Is hard, dear," I whis-
pered. "I know all about It"

"Yes," she sobbed. "Thank God you
do! If I go away, how shall I get on
without you!"

A rustle at tho door made me look
up. My wife stood there. Sho had
turned tho knob nolBelosBly and en-
tered tho room. Beforo I could speak
she was gone.

When the last patient for that evo-nln-g

had left my ofilce my wifo asked
mo if she might see mo alone. Her
manner was cold, her eyes hard. She
sat down In my desk chair, and I stood
in front of her. I wns angry; so was
sho. I waited for her to speak.

"Tom," she began, "I wish to say
to you that you will have to carry on
affairs such as you havo with Mrs.
Clarkson somewhere else than in your
own home. You know that I saw
what took place this evening."

I held my temper In check, as I
asked, "Do you think that scene re-
quires an

"No! Anyone can understand a
scene like that, unless ho has a purer
mind than most people"

"Than you have, you mean?" I
asked bitterly.

Sho flushed hotly, but went on, "As
long as I am your wifo I will not be
insulted by having these things hap-
pon where tho servants may come
in upon them."

I tried to speak calmly. "You are
laboring under a misapprohonslon,
Doris. On my own account I core
nothing, but for the sake of a good
woman I wish you to understand "

Sho Interrupted me, springing to her
feet and confronting me. "I tell you
I understand It well enough!" she
exclaimed. "When a woman has her
head on a married man's shoulder,
and Is wondering how she 'can get
on without him,' It can have but one
meaning. And I will not stand itOh, I am no fool! I know what such
scenes meant"

I clenched my hands to keep from
touching her. Even in my rago 1
remombered that she was a woman,
and my wife. "You ought to know whatsuott scenes mean!" I retorted. "Since
you make demands, so shall I. I
have made them before, however,
without enforcing them. Now I re-
peat that you are to aocept no
more favors from Jaok Moore. Do
you

. . hear? Don't you suppose your
niaias gosslD about that affair? Don't
o'i suppose that ono or tho other of
taein saw, as I did, his card lying on
your dressing tablo with the box that
had contained the orchids ho sent
you? Moreover listen to me!
Moore has a reputation that ought to
keep a decent woman from wanting to
speak to him, much less ocoopt his
favors."

Sho looked at mo for a moment,
wide eyed, then burst Into tears.
"That is the way with ydu men!" sho
oxclatmed. "You can do aa you please!
But we womon muBt not take a stop
outsldo of the narrow path you, our
owners, mark out for us! I won!t be-
lieve anything against Jack Mooro.

SHE HAD TURNED THE NOISELESSLY AND ENTERED

un-
imaginative. doctors

health

dispassionately

assured

inad-
vertently,

instinctively,

explanation?"

Ho Is my friend, and I llko him YouT

are jealous, that's all!"
"You havo heard what I said!" I

warned her. "Seo that you do as I
tell you In this matter!"

"I'll do as I like!" she flashed out
vehemently. "You do!"

"For God's sake," I exclaimed
"shut up!"

Sho caught her breath and gazod at
mo aghast

"Yos!" I wont on, my voice breaking
shrilly in splto of all my efforts to
steady It "I mean It! Aro you try-
ing to drlvo me insane? I tell you I
can't stand much moro of this dam-nabl- o

nagging! And I won't stand
it!"

Again she gasped, but I continued:
"Liston to me! You misunderstood

entirely nnd, I bellovo, wilfully tho
sceno botwoon Mrs. Clarkson and mo.
If you hadn't boen dishonorable
enough to rend ray letter you wouldn't
havo been horo eavesdropping. But
since you wore, I have tho right to tell
you that I don't Ho to you and that
i m innocent. I declare It on my
honor! You can bollevo It or not, as
you llko!"

Sho was standing near tho dobr,
watching mo, startled, but, at thoso
wordB, aho throw back hor head and
laughed harshly. "As you mako tho
assertion on your honor, I do not bo-
llevo It!" And sho wns gone.

I slammed the door bohlnd her,
locked It, burled my faco In my hands
and, to my own horror, burst Into
hysterical sobs.

I had expected to go to my club that
evening, and had told my wife so
earlier In tho day, adding that I would
not get homo beforo midnight After
tho scone through which I had just
passed I was too much shaken, my
nerves wero too raw, for mo to want
to chat with a crowd of men, and 1

went instead to speud a couple of
quiet, restful hours with my mother.
I told her nothing of what had hap-
pened, but her very presence calmed
me. Leaving hor nt ton r.vii, r
camo homo and let myself Into thoapartment noiselessly, supposing that
Doris had gone to hor room and, pos-
sibly, to sleep. With no other thought
In mind, I pushed open tho door of a
llttlo room which wo called "the den."
As I entered, I Baw that the room was
lighted only by the glow from the
grate-fire- . At right angles to tho fire-
place was a couch heaped with cush-
ions. Seated on this, leaning back
among tho cushions, was my wifo.
Sho wore a new evening gown, and,
oven in thnt momont, I remembered
with n sensation akin to ironical
amusement that only today I had sent
her dressmaker a check for it. Bend-
ing over her, and gazing down at her,
was Jack Moore. His hand hold hers,
and she smiled up Into his face. Tho
look In his eyes made me want to kill
him. I 8tonned forward nnd tnnohnri
an electric button, flooding the room
with light In a glance, I saw on the
table by tho couch two glasses, siphon,
and a bottle half full of Scotch
whiskey. Beforo I could collect my
wits, Mooro laughed lightly.

"I was just saying good night to
this fair lady," ho said, relinquishing
tho hand ho protended to have been
shaking. "And now I bid you good
night, doctor."

Ignoring his outstretchod hand, I
strode to the door and flung It wido
open, pointing to it with a quivering
linger. "Get out of here, you cur!" I
exclaimed.

Ho justified my use of the epithet
by obeying silently, and so quickly
that In less than thirty seconds I
heard tho front door closo behind
him.

Without a word I caught my wife
by tho arm and dragged hor to hor
feet. As I did so I felt my fingers sink
into her flesh. I saw hor wince, and I
wns glad. She gazed at me as if fas-
cinated. I heard myself speaking as
though I were another man all the
while holding her Arm, cool arm. I
told her that this waa thn nnd of

4hlngs between us; that I could no
longer endure her and hor lies; that
she could go her way and I mine;
that I would support her, but 1 would
nover Hvo with her again never!
Sho mndo no protest, only stood thoro
and looked at me with a half-sne- on
her lips.

"What have you got to say?" I
asked her at last, in a hoarse voice
which I scarcely recognized as my
own. I let go of her arm and waited
for hor to speak. She must answer
mo, I thought, but she waB silent.

"What havo you got to say?" I
repeated, moro loudly. Onco moro I
heard my volco rise to a querulous
falsetto. My teeth chattered as
thpugh I had a hard chill. I gripped
my wifo by both shoulders, seizing her
so tightly that I thought she must cry
out that I was hurting her.- - I hoped
sho would, as I felt my fingers sink
again into hor flesh. But this time
she did not winco. She lookod me
straight in tho oyeB, and her reply
slowly and distinctly.

"That you are a cad, and I hate
you!" she hissed.

My hands dropped. I saw on her
bare shoulders tho prints of my strong
Angers and tho livid dents my nails
had made. I watched the finger-mark- s

as they changed from white to angry
crimson.

Then I went out of the houso, and
left her standing thoro.

Three months after my wife and I
had parted, I chanced ono Sunday
noon to be passing the fashionable
church of which Doris had been a
member beforo our marriage. A throng
of people were pouring out after the
morning service. A whim seized mo
to enter. Of late years I had at-
tended ohurch but seldom. I renfem-bere- d

that after the service Just ended
there would be the celebration of the
communion, to which only a small part
of tho congregation would remnln.Entering, I went into a pew in a
shadowed corner and listened to the
service, until, looking up suddenly
I saw Doris passing up tho aisle to-
ward the chancel. A wave of regret
compunction and compassion swept
over me a desire to be at peaco withher and, obeying au Inexplicable
impulse, I followed her up tho aisle Asshe knolt at tho altar-rai- l, I knelt down
beside her. As I did so. sho raisedher bowed head and glanced at methon quietly aroso, walked down theaisle, and out of tho church Kneel-ln-

there, dazed, I remembered thatat thl8 nltaf We had ben m "
rled
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